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on the dock an* I wouldn't let neither one of 3em step a foot inside
my house.35 Her voice rose to a thin nasal whine as she went on
at length about native girls coining back to the village, dressed
like hussies, and making eyes at every white man in sight; men
were hard enough to manage when the natives looked and acted
natural and stayed home where they belonged.
I was not acquainted with the Reverend Blank, and my sym-
pathies were not handed out recklessly to missionaries, but had
he chosen to remain at the cannery indefinitely I would have
understood. When I left the village next day Mary Williams was
living on a fisherman's boat; a month later Mary Jones was work-
ing in a dance-hall in Douglas.
My contract with the Bureau of Education ended in November,
when furious gales sweeping down from Bering Sea serve notice
of winter's imminence. Heavy rains turn to snow on the moun-
tains and begin creeping down their slopes, and soon the world
between sky and sea becomes one vast undulating band of silver.
As though his interests were elsewhere, or his powers spent, the
sun each day grows more reluctant to appear; after increasingly
,ung twilights of indecision, he rides across a flattened arc between
the mountain tops, but his transit is so short and oblique his warm
breath never reaches beyond the frozen glaziers at his feet.
Farther north he refuses to show his face at all.
But there were always vivid recollections of preceding months,
when stormy seas and barren, fog-bound tundras were far away
and all but forgotten; when ice and snow lingered only on glacier
and mountain top, and the quiet splendour of long summer days,
deep cool fiords, innumerable unexplored islands, coves and irdets
were irresistibly fascinating.
I have no recollection of deciding to remain in Alaska; the idea
must have taken root and flourished so insidiously, yet firmly,
that there had been no occasion to consider any other course.
In one year I had seen more of the country's half-million square
miles and met more of its fifty thousand inhabitants than had
many an Alaskan in a lifetime. I had come to think of it, and them,
both tolerantly and possessively, as one looks upon relatives who
turn out to be much better than expected. I was no longer inex-
perienced in the simple essentials of medical practice, and it had
become a thoroughly enjoyable vocation. And I bacj saved
a thousand dollars,